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‘Read this article. Then answer questions 39 and 40.

Excerpt from It’s Our World, Too!
by Philp Hoose

Something about the battered old bicycle a the garage sale caught ten-year-
old Justin Lebo's eye. Whata wreck! It was like lookingat  few big bones in the
dust and trying to figure out what kind of dinosaur they had once belonged to.

Tt was  BMX bike with a twenty-inch frame. It original color was buried
beneath five or six coats of gunky paint. Now it showwed up as sort o a usted red.
Everything—the grips, the pedals,the brakes, the seat, the spokes—were bent or
broken, twisted and rusted. Justn stood back as f he were inspecting a painting
for sale at an auction. Then he made his final judgment: perfect.

Justin talked the owner down to $6.50 and asked his mother, Diane,to help
him load the bike into the back of their car

‘When he got it home, he wheeled the junker into the garage and showed it
proudly to his father. “Will you help me ix it up?” he asked. Justin's hobby was
bike racing, a passion the (o of them shared. Their garage barely had room for
the car anymore. It was more like a bike shop. Tires and frames hung from haoks
on the ceiling, and bike wrenches dangled from the walls.

After every race, Justin and his father would adjust the brakes and realign
the wheels of his two racing bikes. This was  lot of work, since Justin raced flat
out, challenging every gear and partto perform to its fullest. He had learned
t0 handle almst every repair his ather could and maybe even a few things he
could. When Justin got realy stuck, he went 1o see Mel, the owner of the best
bike shop in town. Mel let him hang out and watch, and he even grunted a few
syllables of advice from between the spokes of a wheel now and then.

Now Justin and his father cleared out a work space i the garage and put the
old junker up on a rack. They poured alcohol on the frame and rubbed until the
old paint began 1o yield,layer by layer. They replaced the braken pedal, tightened
down a ne seat, and restored the grips. In abouta weck, it looked brand nev.
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Justin wheeled it outof the garage, leapt aboard, and sarted offaround the
block. He stood up and mashed down on the pedals, straining for speed. It was a
go00d, steady ride, but not much of a trill compared 0 his racers.

Soon e frgot about the bike. But the very next week, he bought another
junker ata yard sale and fxed it up,too. After a while it bothered him that he
Wasnt reall using either bike. Then he realized that what he loved abou the
old bikes wasrit riding them: t was the challenge of making something new and
useful out o something old and broken.

Justin wondered what he should do with them. They were just taking up
space in the garage. He remembered that when he was younger, he used fo live
near a large brick buikding called the Kilbarchan Home for Boys. It was a place
for boys whose parents couldnt cae fo them for one reason o another.

He found “Kilbarchar” n the phone book and called the diector, who said
the boys would be thrilld to get fwo bicycls. The next day when Justin and his
‘mother unloaded the bikes a the home, two boys raced out to greet them. They
leaptaboard the bikes and started tooling around the semicircular driveway,
doing wheelies and pirouetes,laughing and shouting

“The Lebos watched them for a while,then started o climb nto their car o go
home. The boys cried ater them, “Wait a minate! You forgot your bikes!” fustin
explained that the bikes were for them to keep. “They were so happy: Justin
remembers. “It waslike they couldn't believe it. It made me feel good jus o see
them happy”

On the way home, Justin was slent. His mother assumed he was los in a
feeling ofsatisfaction. But he was thinking about what would happen once those
bikes got wheeled inside and everyone saw them,. How would al those kids
decide who got the bikes? Two bikes could cause more trouble than they would
solve, Actually, they had' been that hard to build. It was fun. Maybe he could
domore...

“Mom_"Justin sad as they turned onto ther ireet, “T've got an idea. I'm going
to make  bike fr every boy at Kilbarchan for Christmas. Diane Lebo looked at
Justin out of the corer of her eye. She had rarely seen him so determined.
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‘When they got home,Justin called Kilbarchan to find out how many boys
lived there. There were twenty-one. It was already June. He had six months to
‘make nineteen bikes. That was almost a bike a week. Justin called the home
back to tell them of his plan. *I could tellthey didn't think I could do it” Justin
remembers. “ knew I could”
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38 In paragraph 2 of “Excerpt from Is Our Warld, Toot” what made the bike seem
“perfect” o Justin? Use two details from the artice 1o support your response
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